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CHILDHOOD

AMERICA'S POET LAUREATE OF

James W. Foley's Verses Show Remarkable
Insight Into Hearts of Boys and Girls

VOLUME of verses by James W Foley that can easily THE WADERS.

w we of E e Field and James Whit " : i

lc‘:":::hml;‘i'l‘uy I;‘::‘t |.;:::; ;:-w:.:'::\;nl ll‘n;:| E ;‘ lmu'mn nlml The queerest things rained down all over our nl;oet.

‘ : ] , i iders, and muddy brown feet;
Company under the title of “Boys and Qirls.” The comparison '?t::-h l;:::‘;::p“::"zﬂr::':' f["w ; ::‘:lhc-‘m all Pun
of Mr. Foley 's poems with those of his predecessors is inevitable, 'I'hr:uah puddles and mud or'v- the shower was dote

{
ux they show exactly that same insight into the heart of a child They're some sort of waders, and all over town
and the same homely sympathy which interprets the boys' Through pools and decp gtnlh-ra they splash "p.““d dows
point nl'l' "i"'f without affectation and with a most natural touch Bareheadad, bareleaged, barefooted and wet,
. l.m\{'“:'l' ':1";‘2':"::" born in 8t. Louis, Mo , February 4, 1874. He The Waders of Frogpond 1 hear them splash yet
: b Phasiea) L The rain fell in torrent=, the gutters’ deep tides
“'f“:"‘“"‘l““l':":‘l it" "“;‘.P‘:I;'}::“:';:::::';Ll::::::‘".';:; '\'\'_"‘.:r::-:']"rf:ti):.l_\v Were black, and the rain barrels ran o'er their sides,
of South Dakota. Fol ; - ’ ' 3
y . ’ s el

tier. from 1889 to 1892, in the time of Theodore Roosevelt and H:r I\I:;l:llyl:}f:::; ?lllllil‘::‘lﬂl ‘:}l':r‘l:_‘::(:;T":‘:"l::‘w"::”:"l" ut,
Marquis de Mores. In 1892 he began newspaper work at Bie- They danced ill‘ the frogpounds Illf‘}l’ mluulldml the streams
marck and for a number of years he was managing editor of In -lltlnrn and made ”: ill‘!‘ﬂ‘h‘l‘i“ with thelr soreams
the Bismarck Daily Tribune. He has for the past ten years '|‘|lf\‘ rolled up their dresses and trousers ; : ‘l |" .‘I:d'
bwson a froquent eorrespondent and contributor of short stories — phrough mud, froth and water, and '“'m,h.‘"'._""lll'“';:'ln'ﬂm
and verses (o newspapers and magazines and his name i< familiar  And forth with the Waders came all kinds of dogs,
to readers of the Saturday Evening Post, the Century Magazine, Came sailors with bark boats, came navies of frogs

. e 3 Al 5 o g o Came big rubber boots on such tiny brown legs,
the Vouth's Companion and other publications that have given Came floating armadas of cans and half-kegs:

him a national vogue Came long poles for sounding. came all sorts of erafts,
In addition to his newspaper and verse work, Mr Foley has Unseaw: rihy hn:\un mitde over to raft=
found time to be interested in State and other affairs. He i< a I wonder if ever in my life again

; - I'll see 50 much gladness come down with the rain
st Grand Master of Masons of North Dakota, has been secre- They must have rained down, for a minute ago

tary to two Governors, three times secretary of the State Senate  The frogpond was dry and deserted. vou know; s
of hir State, secretary and neting ehairman of the Republican I'here wasn't a Wader, a dog or a eraft,

1 A pair of gum boots, a bark coat a raf
0 i vy St i snber of the board of trustees of the 0 A <L bt st ora raft;
& '“mm“." R ‘...' RS, S THMEONE 05 L8 Do ) ; i " \ Fhe eave's hut done dripping, scarce dry is the spout,
Children's Home Society, his been elected and aceepted as the When lo, all the navy of Waders i< out*

‘poot laureate” of North Dakota, is a lecturer before the Froe 'I'IIF pond’s full of <hips as the old Spanish Main
Lectiire Assaciation at Fargo, has become a familar and wel- Who'd think <o much fun conld eome down with the rain?
come figure on the lecture platform inthe Northwest and has

Abh
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devoted a good share of his time to readings before public A MODERN MIRACLE.
school establishments O wisn Prsiol ' didior some
THE ADAM>s BOYs. fop “i"' ‘en | put “;-}' tongue '\“-‘i,\' out,
An’ he says,  “Hem-m' Nurse, got me
The Adams's children, they just romp and play Wirm water, please ™ An' in :I‘I{um! o
And fall ont of trees in the carelessest way, A minute w's, she did. at ‘an
And might break their legs from the way that they fall, He piit & glass thing into it

But they get up laughing and not hurt at all, An* ‘on e wipod ft off again
‘Canse boys' bones are =oft, so their grandfather said; An' put it in my mouth a hit

and John Quiney Adams, he stands on his head " ateer w'ile he took It ot

snd drinks from a dipper. and all over town = Ati* Hield 1t up w'ere ho could see
The boys will tell you how he drinks upside down, An' ‘en he savs, *H-m-m' st .-|ln.wul
The Adams's children, they make enough noise Too high a half of a degree *

In the yard where they live for thres times as much boys, An’ ".‘" Ma asked him if I'm bad

And sometimes they laugh and you hear it as clear . An’ he says “Nope!™ 'ist gruff an’ cross
As can be up to Tinker's and way over here An says “W'y you ean’t kill a lad,

And they've got a dog which is almost the sime A" if 3""f do it ain't much loss'* L
As the rest of the bovs and will play every game, An' ‘en she's n‘a;nl ..-m he ‘ist bust
And bark all the time, and he makes =0 mich noise Out laughin' an' he sav= “Don't fret,
He's just like the rest of the Adams’s boys He's goin’ t" beall right, T trus:

Wiy, heain't even half desd yor *
The Adams's children, they go out to ride An’ ‘on he felt my pulse, "ut v oy,
On a pony of theirs, with them all three astride, An' patted ma upon my

And the Loy up in front makes him kick up and then A’,'. _‘:“)""' “l‘r'r;'; 1"{" tnoscle ‘ day,
ey 3 t . 12 One o Fustowes j= ! '

The boy way behind, he gets ilm'mn off again; An' my, I'm .w:t'ul _”r‘:"_ ‘l\ A
And the Adams's pony, he looks just as though “,'. told me that  An' ‘on he <uid
He's trying to laugh when the others laugh so; “He'll be all right by noon " A e
It looks like a langh, but he can’t make anoise ||I|[\:"l‘!‘":.::)‘;‘:.wl'* -\!\x Ma savs "N,

ow do you feel? nen von know
Like the dog or the rest of the Adam="s hoyvs Hinoe Dootor told e that. I-l..-;:,.:-‘

I ' e I'm awful sick a while o, .
The Adams's children, they go out to play But, my»! I'm almost wo'l vi=by now!
And sometimes their mother don't =ee them all day, .
But she never frets, ‘cavse the world istoo small, IN SWIMM NG

S0 she =aid, for three bovs to get lost inat all

she listens out doors and =he hears Ist, boys th' kind You tisod o HOwW,

What-d -y -call-him, So-ar

An' what's-his-tame an’ o, o 0 one
Ist fuil o health an’ out for

NO tieaniivss it a one of s

And sometimes
The laughing and barking way over to Geor's,

Which is mos=t half a mile, and she smiles, Lecause then
She knows they Il be home when they're hungry again

The Adams's children, they get on as though ‘I8t Lrown al’ strots an’ @ {evous
They were three great chiums, and not brothers, you know "Cuz that's the wayr ‘at bovs all grow—
And folks like to hear them, when they're going past, Ist hoys  th' Kind you wsed o | gy w

With tho big one ahead and the little one last
They've always got playmates of their very own,
And don't have to do chores or to study alone,

'Ist boys  th' Kind you used @
What!  Never climbed an ap ) e tree

And evoervthing seems to be three times the fun An’ shook ‘em down? Why o ater, vou—
For the Adams's children as thongh there's just one! r_“" hever was a bor, real tru
) 1l bet “at YOu was toischne oy
THE NEIGHBOR'S BOYS, As you could b You're foon us

‘Cuz you can't hiel bt see Gt we

somebody shot our cat’s eye out ‘
; Are bovs ISt Lk vong isesd t

An' stole our gate, an’ just about

Scared Aunt Sophia Jane to death, OF course we outht 1w at sehool
So's she could hardly get her breath, But, my' Cihe wooter's nice and cool
By puttin’ on some sheets, all white, An' when it calls vou, w'v, vou "ist
"At just gave her a tur'ble fright Can't le & real bov a6 resis
An' who on earth do you sujipose An' say' We caught a sl down thepe
Put on them big, white ghostes’ clothes ‘Most two feet long  richt close 1 wepe
An' made that tur'ble screechy noise* You're standing now Low don't you see
The neighbor's hoys! . We're boys  Cist like vou used t' bhes
An’ every night it's dark, you know, Say, you ain't goin' o wll our ma
Somebody plays some tick-tack-toe AL YOu Wis jatssin’ by oan’ saw
On folkeses' windows what's a-scared, Us =swimtoin’ here W'y, mister, vou
An' just as if they never carad Wou't never feel vight if vou do.
If they get caught or not; an’ when Don't be a tattletale! Wiy, say,
You're gone to bed they come again, It you should give us bo. s away
Until you're just so nervous you You couldn't never Lwir to see
Don't hardly know just what to do. A Doy Cist like vou used to e
An' who makes such a scary hoise?
The neighbor's boys Cote on, now!  You an't going 1 tell
: On us | know it, "iIst as well
An' ‘en sonebody tears your clothes As anytin’. Yo wouldn't hart
An' skins your face an’ hurts your nose Ber feoling 't 1 do Us dint . . : o ‘ . :
o - ’ You won't? Thanks, mister You're a brick s ‘,:’He )Iexshbar:, Bo S
Until it hleeds, an® then your ma We're goin' home, sir. pretty quick e - ok
Says ‘at she never, never saw It's awful fine hers, ‘cuz, v' see, ' Y . . ; > e
Such heathen youngsters, an' they come We're Lovs - ist like vou used t lw, - g a P it g f ‘
.\.n .hll‘t'itk your nll--d. an |mu‘m.l your drum THE PARTED WAYS, r .. . ’ |
Until it busts an’ won't go "way, L
It ain't no matter what yvou say, I usixd to know a little lad, . ‘ ] 1 '
An' they're the ones ‘at break vour toys— A yvoungster of thirteen, ‘ I
* The neighbor's boys ’ Who wasn't very good or bad, l
But somewhers in hetween
An' my, it's funny, ‘cause you know He had such frecoklos on his nose |
You ain’'t the only ones 'at's so As YOur hose seetns to bear
‘Cause all the next door neighbors say Indeed, I'd almost think that those
It seems e'zactly the sune way: Were some he used to wear
An' when their boys gets hurted so's '
It gives ‘em tur'ble bloody nose He used to have an old straw hat
An' some one shoots their cat's eve out All fraze led at the brim,
An' plays tick-tack, they know about Indeed, 1'd almost think that that

Came down to yvou trom him,
And he had such a d)rz as now

Barks joyfully along
ONCE UPON A TIME. With you - it makes me wonder how

It could have lived so long.

Who does it an’ who reakes the noise—
The neighbor’s boys'

Once upon a time rare flowers grew

On every shrub and bush we used to see; 1 know not where it was or when,
The skies above our heads were always blue, But with his heart of song
The woods held secrets deep for you and me; “F\I‘:'l.'ll:nﬁ(nlflli:l.;‘;:'l.-. l::;»l Il».u-li again,
a F; L i ' %
The hillsides had their caves where tales were told 8o some day in‘ i Ilk!tl: :v‘l'::l.-‘;
Of swart cheeled pirates from a far off clime, He'll wave a sunbrowned hand.
When cutlases were fierce and rovers bold And leave you with his cheery smile—

Don't you remember? once upon a time And you will understand

Once upon i time from sun to sun . LOVERS' LLANE.
The hours were full of joy - there was no care

And webs of gaudy dreams in air were spun
Of deeds heroic and of fortunes fair;

‘The jangling schoolhouse bell was all the woe
Our sgirits knew, and in its tuneless chime

Was all the sorrow of the long ago
Don't you remember? —once upon a time

How good to remembor Life's June from September,
The days that were fairer than over again;

When hearts held no sorrow to last o'er the morrow
And heads were brimful of the wisdom of ten

No skies were o'er bluer, no heart was e'er truer
Than mine when | waited in sunshine or rain,

With joy that enriched me for one who hewitehed me

Once upon a time the witches rode And bade me to wait till she came down the lane

In sinister and ominous parade

Upon their sticks at night, and queer lights glowed
With eery noises by the goblins made,

And many things mysterious there were
For boyish cheeks to pale at through the grime

That held them brown; and shadows queer would stir—
Don't you remember? - once upon i time.

Our trysting-place gaining, my eyes they were straining
Afar down the road, and my lips hummed a tune

That held all the sweetness of first love's completeness
The whiles that I waited at morning and noon;

For last when we parted, beloved, Yond hearted,
She pledged me to wait for her, sunshine or rain,

And so | kept humming, 1 knew she was coming,

Once upon a time our faith was vast A girl queen in gingham, somewhere down the laiw

To compass all the things on sea and land Ok Didihs bk e ks ahak kasenis 1 g ha

That boys have trembled o'er for ages past, What dreamas of the future, of grown girl and boy!
Nor ever could explain or understand, F",Fh: h‘“l "l" 'h‘; “""": h"i"'i Ml‘"“l '“"l' walk together
And in that faith found happiness too deep R bt (18 oy GAF OF Jog !
. : When hours are but measures of innocent ple: .
For all the gifted tongues of prose or rhyme, When days brimn with gladness, as wilyou’;nﬁ.t:n“(.l‘:;ln,
And joys ineffable we could not keep—- When Life learns the sweetness of fimt love's completeness

I'on't you remember?—once upon a time. In waiting for Her us she comes down the lune!



